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Prologue

The early 21st century was a time of crisis. Birth rates had fallen to an all time low. Studies found that women valued careers over children and did not want to risk their job in order to mother a family.

With there being real concern that there may not be a next generation the government stepped in with a new agenda; bimbo schools.

Bimbo schools would be free schools which would serve as an alternative to the already in place higher education system for students. While those valuing careers in the future could go to traditional universities, those who failed to make the cut, couldn’t afford the fees or simply had other ambitions could enroll free of charge into a bimbo school.

While normal schools educated students on subjects such as maths, english and science; bimbo schools instead taught students all the necessary lessons they’d need to become a full fledged bimbo in society.

Bimbo school lessons included familiar lessons like home economics but also produced a completely new and unique curriculum, such as sexual technique.

Thanks to a strong campaign produced by the government, encouraging students to enroll in order to save the next generation, bimbo schools were a great success. It hadn’t even been ten years and already the birth race had recovered greatly.

Now that the bimbo school network was in place future generations were secure and such a crisis was averted from happening again in the future.


The Big Story

Being a relatively new concept that only a very small segment of society really had any experience with, there was a lot of interest about bimbo schools and what exactly they were.

Reporting on bimbo schools was now a hot property and everybody wanted to get in on the act. Channel 16 News was just one of the many companies trying to get all the juicy details they could to bring the masses flooding to their network.

The task of reporting was put onto the shoulders of Amanda Fox. At just twenty years old she was already showing potential to become the next big thing in broadcasting. She had the looks, she had the brains and she had the charisma.

She had a beautiful attractive face and could have gone into modeling if she didn’t have a passion for journalism. Her hair was a luscious blonde and her eyes were a sparkling blue. She had a feminine curve to her body which was emphasized by a large rear end and big breasts; she could be the pinup on every young boy’s wall.

Amanda was going to be doing a story about Bubblegum Meadows Bimbo School. It was one of the leading bimbo schools in the country and like many others boasted a one hundred percent pass rate; a statistic the schools carried with much pride.

The assignment was a simple one. Because Amanda was a young female of similar age to the students at Bubblegum Meadows she would be spending a few days as a student at the school in order to see what the lessons and lifestyle were like for the bimbos of the future. If everything went well and the piece was a hit it could be the moment that’d really make Amanda’s career.

Bubblegum Meadows were very willing to have Amanda come to the school to check them out. The school do an essential job in preserving a balance and maintaining birth rates so that future generations will not be put at risk. It was something they were proud of.

Amanda was going to be treated just like a new student being enrolled into the school to give it the fully authentic feel so she didn’t get the impression she was receiving special treatment. The point was to give her the real, unedited, perspective of what it was like to be a bimbo in training.

Because cameramen would unsettle the other girls, Amanda was going to be doing all the covering on her own with her own handheld device and built in camera. Her first piece of business was a meeting with the principal of the school, Mr. Spencer, who would be her contact point for the filming session.

He was a middle aged man who looked to be slightly out of shape with his balding hair combed over to try and hide his shining dome. He didn’t personify the glamour which was associated with bimbo schools.

“I mean it,” she said, “I don’t want any special treatment while I’m here. Just treat me like any of your students so I can get an authentic feel of what it’s like to be a enrolled here for my story.”

“I completely understand, you’ll just have to forgive us if any of us get excited about having somebody from the media doing a story about us.”

“I’d also like the students to know as little as possible. They aren’t aware of my visit, are they?”

“No not at all. The only people in this school aware are myself and the teachers.”

“So how are we going to do this?” Amanda asked, “Are you going to give me a timetable of lessons or temporarily enroll me into one of the classes? I’d like the experience to be as authentic as possible so I’d prefer not to have complete freedom to roam between classes as I wish.”

“Well if we’re to give you the full experience from top to bottom then we’d initially start you off with the Bimbo Aptitude Assessment.”

Little of the bimbo school’s methods of practice were known outside of the facilities so the aptitude test wasn’t something which Amanda had heard of, naturally.

“Could you explain more?”

“Certainly,” the principal replied. “Some girls take to the process of bimbo education better than others. To find out what level the girls are when they first enroll we make them take the Bimbo Aptitude Assessment. The test will tell us how easily each girl will take to the bimbofication process so that we may group them accordingly.”

“Hmm, interesting.” There was no need for her to write any notes down, she was recording it all for reference later, “So the students are paired on how much education they need?”

“Indeed. We want to provide the girls with the right level of education to make sure they’ll all be able to graduate this school with the tools they need to properly help maintain a healthy birth rate.”

“This is fascinating stuff,” she admitted, “So you’ll be seeing what class I should be paired with after seeing my aptitude test.”

“Well with you it’s more of a case of allowing you to sample the full experience rather than being able to place you for a short time, but we may be able to use it to see what class would be most on your level of understanding.”

“Is this a practice taken at all schools across the country?”

“I cannot speak for all schools but we certainly aren’t the only one who employ such methods. If you’d like we can get started with the test now.”

“That’d be most helpful, I’d like to get all the information I can for my report.”

Mr. Spencer rose up from his seat slowly, “Well if you’d follow me Miss. Fox I will take you to our computer room where you may sit the test.”

“Please lead the way.”

This was already a fascinating learning experience for Amanda and she was getting a lot of great stuff for the screen, and she hadn’t even began her temporary enrollment yet. She wondered what this Bimbo Aptitude Assessment had in store for her.


Bimbo Aptitude Assessment

The computer room didn’t look all that different from the kind of computer lab one would expect to find in a normal university. A plain carpet, plain walls with a few posters going through rules and etiquette and finally rows of computers across every wall. The fact it was so unspectacular was the most spectacular thing about it.

“This is the room?”

“You don’t have to sound so surprised Miss. Fox.”

“Sorry I guess I was just expecting something a bit more… colorful.”

Spencer let out a small chuckle, “It’s something we get a lot from people expecting the whole place to be painted pink. This is still a normal school we simply teach a new and essential curriculum. Now if you would have a seat I’ll get you started onto the test.”

Amanda took a seat into the computer chair while the principal signed into the computer and began to set things up for her. He’d been really helpful with her story so far, she’d have to give him a glowing mention if he managed to keep this up.

“All set Miss. Fox. The assessment is a fairly standard question and answer session with the exception that there is no wrong answer. Each answer will just evaluate your aptitude differently. Who knows it may turn out you’re a natural bimbo.”

“Oh definitely!”

The two of them shared a laugh; how ridiculous would that be? Bimbos were girls who didn’t have the chance or the drive to aim for the top. Amanda was a career worker who strived for big things. She may have had the face and body of a bimbo but it was the mind which mattered and Amanda had the mind of a businesswoman, not a housewife.

The test was more the kind of thing Amanda was expecting the computer lab to be. It was flashy, it was girly and it was in your face. The pink text that spelled out the words “Bimbo Aptitude Assessment Test” were even spelled out in glittery letters. It wasn’t shy about appealing to its target audience.

“If you want the full experience you should use these too,” Mr. Spencer called out, shaking a pair of headphones in her direction. “We found that it was helpful in keeping the girls concentrated so we could get the most accurate and personal readings possible.”

She did want the full experience after all. Amanda plugged the headphones in and rested them over her head. The computers didn’t seem to play sound through any sort of speaker system but the headphones showed her the front page to the test was even more ridiculous than she thought as it even had a pop background song.

“Gee thanks for that,” she snickered as she went ahead and got started to the test, not wanting to put up with that annoying track all day.

‘Hi and welcome to our funny little test,’ a girly, barbie girl inspired voice said through the speakers. ‘Today we’re gonna find out just how much of a natural bimbo you can be.’

Amanda found herself rolling her eyes. It was hard to believe this was an officially assessment actually used by bimbo schools around the country. It looked and sounded like a teenage girl’s MySpace page from before the birth crash struck hard.

‘We have lots and lots of questions to get through but don’t worry it’s going to be a lot of fun!’ a claim Amanda couldn’t see herself agreeing with anytime soon. ‘Let’s move onto question one. When I grow up I want to what? Is it A, get married or is it B, get a job?’

Yeah if the questions were of this level all the way through then Amanda was going to get bored very quickly. She quickly clicked on get a job.

‘Aww really? But getting married is so much fun. Oh well. Question two. Which of these is more important? Is it A, being pretty or is it B, being smart?’

Amanda knew that being pretty was a good tool for any girl to possess, men being far more generous to a woman with a pretty face, but to declare it to be the most important thing even over brains, ridiculous.

‘Are you sure? I’m pretty and not very smart and I’m happy. Oh well. Question three. Who is better with money? Is it A, men or is it B, women?’

Now that question was just sexist. Amanda spread the headphones off her ears and turned to look over at Principal Spencer who was sitting not too far away.

“How long does this thing go on for?”

“Well you’ve just started but it doesn’t usually take our girls more than an hour to complete it.”

No more than an hour? That was his way of saying it was going to be close to an hour wasn’t it? She sighed and placed the headphones back on, being met with that annoying dance beat as she got back to going through the stupid quiz. She was a journalist though and if she wanted to get the big stories she was going to have to do harder things than simply playing through a boring, girly quiz game. This would all be good experience for her later career.

Just as she expected the game took close to an hour to finish and the questions never got any more complicated or any less patronizing. Amanda was shocked why they’d even bother using such a thing when it was completely obvious what everyone would choose as their answers.

‘All finished,’ that annoying voice giggled through the headphones. ‘Calculating your score now. Congratulations you scored zero points! Wait that’s bad, I guess you aren’t fit to be a bimbo after all. Tee hee.’

She took the headphones off with a slight groan, sitting in one spot all day sure was uncomfortable but as expected she wasn’t even close to being a bimbo.

“Finished,” she sighed out as the principal came over to check on her.

“Zero points? Oh my, that is a problem. I don’t think I’ve ever seen someone score zero points on the aptitude test before.”

“What seriously?” Even though bimbos were now seen a more favorable light they were still viewed as dumb girls compared to the ambitious career chasers like Amanda. However a woman like Amanda who had been pursuing a job all her life couldn’t even comprehend another way of life.

“Oh yes. It’s not uncommon for girls to get full marks but no marks? That’s a big problem.”

“So?” she asked with a shrug of the shoulders, “Just place me in the bottom class if you need to. I’ll only be here for a few days.

“Afraid I can’t do that Miss. Fox. School rules means we cannot allow students to enroll unless they score high enough in the aptitude test.”

“I thought you said there were no wrong answers?”

“Well officially they aren’t,” he explained, “But the school does not wish to waste resources on students who we believe have zero potential to become bimbos.”

“I understand that but I’m just a guest…”

“Sorry Miss Fox,” the principal said as he cut her off, “You yourself said that we were to give you no special treatment. If you are unable to score high enough in the test then my hands are tied.”

Shit, this was bad. This story was to be her big break on the scene, her fast track to the top of the media business. She’d worked too long as an unpaid intern to go back down the ladder.

“Surely there is something you can do?”

“Nothing I can do but something you can do. All you have to do is retake the test again but this time score more marks.”

“And how am I supposed to do that?”

“Just pick the answers you didn’t last time; the ones you wouldn’t really pick. Just pretend you’re a bimbo. That’s what you’re here to do isn’t it Miss. Fox? You need to pretend you’re a bimbo.”

He did speak some sense. She was here to see what a bimbo school was really like so it only made sense for her to play the part of a bimbo, even if she wasn’t one. She could work with that. There was only one issue:

“Do I really have to do the whole thing again?” she complained. It was pretty mind numbingly boring the first time she did it.

“No special treatment Miss. Fox.”

She should have asked to be given the whole school on a silver platter, it really would have saved her some time.

“Fine I get it, I’ll try and do better this time.”

She placed the headphones back on and turned back to the screen, pressing on the restart button on that stupid quiz.

‘Hi and welcome to our funny little test.’

It was going to be a very long afternoon.


Second Attempt

‘Let’s move onto question one. When I grow up I want to what? Is it A, get married or is it B, get a job?’

It was irritating, it was irritating in every way. Not just the girly graphics, the grating voice or that annoying pop track. The fact that she was having to hover over the get married option instead of getting a job was so irritating.

While lots of girls were happy to become bimbos these days it wasn’t a thing that Amanda could wrap her head around. She wanted success, she wanted a career; if anything marriage was just going to get in the way.

Hesitantly she selected the first option of the two.

‘Wow that’s totally what I’d pick as well. That’s super good of you. Here have a gold star.’

They even went as far as to put a golden star on the screen for her, to show her what a good job she’d done. It was making her feel slightly nauseous. Did bimbos actually enjoy this kind of thing? She couldn’t even begin to see the appeal.

‘Question two. Which of these is more important? Is it A, being pretty or is it B, being smart?’

The answer, once again, was obvious which made it so annoying that she had to go ahead and choose the ‘wrong’ option. She sighed her way through the question and clicked on being pretty.

‘That’s what I think so too. Being pretty is well more important than being smart. Men prefer pretty girls over smart girls. Have another gold star.’

“There are more important things than appealing to men,” she scowled out in annoyance at the outdated notion the test was trying to sell to her.

“Shh,” Principal Spencer hissed from the sides, “You won’t be able to get the full experience is you start cussing our assessment. Please show a bit of respect.”

It was hard to show respect for an exam which was telling her it’d be better to give up her career in journalism to concentrate on putting on makeup so she can attract a man. This was fine for bimbos but not her.

Still he had a point. She was a guest here and had been treated well so far, she didn’t suddenly want to start abusing the institution she had came to research. She sighed softly and went onto the next degrading and obvious question.

‘Question three. Who is better with money? Is it A, men or is it B, women?’

Amanda wouldn’t even say she considered men to be better with money. She’d consider herself to believe in equality but she could get what the question was insinuating. To say that men were better with money? What an outdated concept that was; it’s the twenty first century after all.

However her job came first so with a heavy heart she clicked on the men option and conformed to their stereotype. This would not be going favorably in her report.

‘That’s right, men are better with money than women as it’s been proven that men have much bigger brains than women.’

“What no it hasn’t!”

“Quiet Miss. Fox. This sort of behaviour would not be accepted in an actual assessment.”

“But this thing is giving out false information.”

“Miss. Fox I do not appreciate having our long standing and successful methods insulted.”

‘Don’t worry, having a small brain isn’t bad, you can still be useful to men. Please select the correct options.’

There was only actually one option to press on the screen which was the option for cooking.

“See this is insulting,” Amanda complained, her ideology taking exception with the exam.

“Miss. Fox if you complain one more time and insult our methods then I am afraid our partnership is over and I will have to ask you to leave the premises. I refuse to allow personal bias to drag the name of my school through the mud.”

She hissed beneath her breath as she turned back to the screen. She couldn’t afford to lose this gig. This story could make her career while losing it altogether would mean the company had reasons not to trust her again in the future. Reluctantly she pressed on the cooking option.

‘That’s right, we can be useful to men by cooking their meals for them. Is there anything else?’

This section wasn’t even a quiz, there was only one option to choose from, cleaning coming up next.

‘That’s right, we can be useful to men by cleaning for them; doing all the housework they don’t want to do. Is there anything else?’

Looking good was the next option, another insulting stereotype.

‘That’s right. Men love to look at nice things so we can be useful to men by always being good to look at. Is there anything else?’

Sexual service? This quiz was disgusting.

‘That’s right and this one is very important. Men have strong sexual desires and as women it’s important for us to satisfy our man. Is there anything else?’

Motherhood. Amanda didn’t even want to have children, she wanted a career.

‘That’s right. The ultimate purpose of women is to have babies. It is the duty of women to reproduce. If women don’t make babies then there won’t be a next generation. Please select the purpose of a woman. Is it A, making babies or is it B, being independent?’

It was back to the options round at least but it didn’t make the quiz any less annoying or patronizing. Still she had a duty to do, she had to pick those silly bimbo options.

‘Totally, making babies for your man is important. Being independent is dumb. What about A, making babies or B, having a job?

Like totally correct. Men have jobs, women make babies. While men earn money women should stay at home, What about A, making babies or B, being a journalist?’

This one was weird. They actually specifically named being a journalist in their exam? This was where Amanda drew the line; there was no way she was going to say making babies was more important than her dream career. She went back against her plan and picked option B.

‘Oops I think you pressed the wrong button, silly girl. Do you want to try again?’

She growled and pressed onto B once more.

‘You did it again. Come on try again or no gold star for you.’

She began to spam her finger onto the left click of that mouse, spamming her selection on the journalist choice.

‘So stubborn. Okay let’s try this whole thing again. How can women be useful to men?’

The program rewinded itself back to the start of the single selection segment, hovering the option for cooking back onto the screen. Her insides were starting to bubble up with rage, Amanda shooting a fiery stare over to the principal but his face was also carrying a stern expression. He was in no mood to mess around, if she wanted this story she was going to have to play by the rules and finish this assessment. Her career depended on it.

Saying that she didn’t want any special treatment. She shouldn’t have opened her big mouth.

Amanda ran back through the program having to put back up with the same degrading rubbish she’d already worked through once, all the way back up to the question which had reset her progress. This time, with a heavy heart, she selected having babies was more important than being a journalist. The program ran with it.


Bimbo Education

‘Which of these things is more important? Is it A, satisfying your man’s sexual desires or B, being a journalist?’

How many of these sort of questions had Amanda answered now? She was starting to lose track of how many questions she’d done, there was no actual tracking device on the screen. Plus with that dance track seemingly even louder than it had been at the start, mixing in with that grating bimbo voice, it was hard to concentrate.

‘That’s right. You need to keep your men happy, you need to please him sexually. It’s a lot more important than any media job.

Which of these things is more important? Is it A, making sure your body is hairless from the neck down or B, being a journalist?

Totally. If you stopped being a journalist and started looking after yourself more you could make yourself and your man happy.

Which of these things is more important? Is it A, being good eye candy for your man to show off or B, being a journalist?

I know right? Being a good piece of eye candy for my man to show off is totes important. Not like being a journalist, it’s a pointless job that men could do instead.’

The questions had been in this mode for a long time now, reminding Amanda about all the things that she could be doing that one would be a lot more useful than this little journalism thing she was trying to pursue. Didn’t she know she could make a real change and just become another bimbo housewife?

Amanda wasn’t suddenly some bimbo who thought her career was pointless but she felt her mind starting to wonder occasionally, she was starting to get confused as her head throbbed.

‘Who would make a better journalist? Is it A, a man or is it B, a woman?

That’s right, men are better journalists than women anyway. Why are you even bothering? Let’s do it again. Is it A, a man or is it B, a girl?’

Why was she even clicking a man? She could be a good journalist to. She had to press it though, if she didn’t she as going to fail. Everytime she swayed back towards those kind of thoughts she was made to go through the questions again.

‘Totally. Men are better than girls like you. Just give up. Again, again. Is it A, big, smart, men or is it B, little, silly, girls?

That’s right it’s men again. So smart, so strong. They’re just better at everything. Little girls with little brains can’t do hard things like journalism can they?’

No she was sure they could, couldn’t they? She wanted to be a journalist so they had to. It was just so hard to concentrate with that music ringing into her ears. For some reason it was making her feel lightheaded.

‘Is it A, superior men or is it B, silly girls like you?’

She hovered her mouse around the screen. Men weren’t superior where they? But she also wasn’t a silly girl. If she wasn’t a silly girl did that mean men were superior but if they aren’t then was she a silly girl? Slowly she moved her mouse over to B. She could do it, she could be a journalist.

‘Silly girl didn’t you say it already? Silly girls aren’t as good as men at journalism. Let’s do it again so you can get it right.

Who are better journalists? Is it A, men or is it B, silly little girls.’

It was A obviously, who would trust a silly little girl to be a journalist?

‘And who is a silly little girl? Is it you?’

There was only one option on the screen. Yes. That made it so easy, she didn’t even have to think about it with her mind getting so hazy they’d been so kind as to give her the answer.

‘Yes you are, you’re a silly little girl. And what a silly little girls worse than men at?’

Journalism, the answer was right there again. It was so easy just to click on the buttons on the screen as they flashed up. The cute voice was flowing in time with the music, it was so soothing, easily guiding her along her path.

‘That’s right, men are better journalists than girls like you. Girls like you have no place as a journalist. In fact silly girls like you have no need working at all. Silly girls are meant to become bimbos.’

“But I don’t want to be a bimbo,” Amanda slurred out in a slight daze. That was right, she didn’t want to be a bimbo, she wanted to be a journalist.

‘Silly girls are meant to become what?’

There was only one option to choose from. Bimbo. Silly girls must be meant to become bimbos.

‘That’s right, silly girls become bimbos. What are you?

That’s right, you’re a silly girl. What are silly girls mean to become?

That’s right, silly girls become bimbos. What are you?

That’s right, you’re a silly girl. What are silly girls meant to become?’

Every time she clicked the option it was drilled deeper and deeper into her mind. She was a silly girl and silly girls become bimbos. They were turning from words on a screen into voices in her head to thoughts of her very own. They were turning from fiction to fact. She was a silly girl and silly girls become bimbos.

‘Wow you’re such a silly girl. Here have a gold star. You get another gold star if you can tell me all the important duties a bimbo has.

That’s right, bimbos need to be able to cook for their man.

That’s right, bimbos need to be able to clean for their man.

That’s right, bimbos need to look good for their man.

That’s right, bimbos need to be obedient to their man.

That’s right, bimbos need to satisfy their man.

You’re such a good bimbo. Have a gold star.’

She giggled happily as she heard the words. She was a good bimbo? She never knew. Being told that she as a good bimbo, it made her feel so happy. She was a silly girl after all, she was supposed to be a bimbo. Being told she was a good bimbo, it was something to celebrate.

‘Bimbos need a man? Do you have a man Amanda?’

Amanda didn’t remember giving the assessment her name but she didn’t remember much, she did remember though that she didn’t have a man.

‘What a shame, every bimbo needs a man. Do you want a man Amanda?’

Of course she wanted a man, every bimbo needs a man. She clicked eagerly on the yes button, causing a picture to appear on the screen. He looked familiar, he looked a lot like her boss at the news network. Yeah, that was totally her boss.

‘You recognize this man don’t you? He’s your boss. He’s the most powerful, the richest, the smartest man you know. Wouldn’t such a powerful, rich, smart man like him be the ideal man for a bimbo like you?’

She found herself nodding her head to the words being pumped through the headphones. Was he ever. A bimbo like herself would be so lucky to have a man like that.

‘You want to him to be your man, there is no other man for you. You want him to be your man, you need him to be your man, you will do anything it takes for him to be your man.’

Amanda’s heart was throbbing. She was in love, she was in love with the man on the screen, she was in love with her boss. She needed him so badly. Absent mindedly she clicked on the options which were appearing. Need him. Need him. Need him.

It was officially, she’d do anything to be his woman.


Enrolled

After just one day spent at Bubblegum Meadows, Amanda quit her job at the studio and decided to enroll full time as a first year student. She knew that a silly girl like herself was meant to become a bimbo and not a journalist.

She was slightly confused when she asked the other girls in the top set of her bimbo lessons about how much they scored on their aptitude assessments as none of them had ever heard of it, or had any knowledge of ever taking one. It was almost like Amanda was the only one who had actually taken the thing, almost like it was designed purely for her. However she didn’t put any thought or concern into it. Thinking wasn’t necessary for silly girls like her, she just had to do what she was told.

It may have only been her first week in the school but she’d taken to it like a duck to water and was quickly catching up to the other girls in her lessons. She had the potential to be the biggest bimbo in the entire school.

Amanda had been called to the principal’s office after her last lesson and skipped over merrily. She was looking forward to a nice talk with the man who’d been so kind to her on her first day but instead she got an even more welcome surprise when she opened the door and found her old boss also in the office.

Her cheeks blushed an even brighter shade than her makeup induced blush was showing as her heart began to pound quickly. Being dressed in the slutty pink and white school uniform that all the girls in the school were wearing, one that showed off plenty of leg, tummy and cleavage she squirmed from side to side on her large heels.

“Hello Amanda. Remember me?”

“Like I’d ever forget you sir!” she gasped our cheerfully.

“I just wanted to let you know I’ve already worked it out with the principal and instead of moving into the dorms instead you’ll be living with me from now on instead while you get your education. I’m looking forward to seeing you put it all to good use.

It was like a dream come true. She hadn’t even graduated yet and she was already moving in with the man of her dreams? It was the happiest day of her life.
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